charged to their death. There were no more than six hundred of them
against greatly outnumbering Russian forces. They must have known
the order was impossible to fulfil, yet they were so well disciplined and of
such courage that they attempted the impossible. Such soldiers deserved
better leaders, don't you think ? At least we Russians know how to honour
a brave adversary. I believe that the English lyric poet, Tennyson, wrote
an ode in commemoration of this charge.33
Ludmilla looked at the painted troops with deep curiosity. These little
date of scarlet and white were Englishmen, the people amongst whom her
Sasha was now living.
"... And it was in this campaign that the English nurse, Florence
Nightingale, first came to organize proper hospital treatment for the
wounded," went on the lecturer, taking his class with him as he walked*
" Before that the nursing had teen left to a few doctors assisted by untrained
orderlies, and more wounded soldiers died of neglect than of their wounds^"
" Shame we can't stop any longer. Florence Nightingale is a particular
heroine of mine," said Doctor Kravcfaenko. " But we must catch our
motor-coach in half an hour, and we have to collect our luggage first."
Yura regretfully led them out of the Rotunda into the increasing lieat
of the day, back to the station.
The Jnotor-coach was crowded, but Yura managed to secure two front
seats on the right-hand side.
" You must sit exactly here," he said solemnly.   " Then you will see
something wonderful quite soon/' and he presented them with an
of Sowers in farewell,
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